BOAT-DRILL

However, when the time came, I sneaked up to
the observation-deck, and looked down upon the
boat-drill. Sailors and Stewards, all belted, Stood
in lines. Perhaps a dozen boats were swung out.
They were swung out very slowly and awkwardly.
Total absence of smartness in this drill. The
ingenious machinery was Stiff and it creaked a lot.
Not a boat was actually lowered even a foot.
The distance to the water was some thirty feet.
The sea was smooth, the ship steady. I wondered,
if in such ideal conditions the drill was so slack
and slow, what would happen in a Storm, in a
collision, in a semi-panic. I tried to imagine a
pi6ture of the lowering of the boats into a rough
sea, or into any sea.

Up to now I had not seen a single passenger at
the boat-drill. I was told that passengers were
assembled on the deck below the boat-deck. And
they were. I descended and beheld them, crowds
of them, all self-conscious and falsely jolly in life-
belts. One or two petty officers were about, and
occasionally they adjusted a life-belt for a child or
an attracHve girl. Nothing more. Whether the
boats, on thek way into the ocean, were halted at
the level of this deck for passengers to embark,
and if so, how the passengers were to climb over
the side into the boats without falling into the
water, I don't know. And I doubt if any other
passengers knew. As far as I could judge, the
sole result of the boat-drill, for the passengers,
was to teach them how to put on thek life-belts
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